clouds were hurrying towards Asia, and a star or two
gleaming in the gaps. Maron said he thought she'd be
home before the next shower if she stepped out.

She was young and strong and had not a very long
walk before her. She had some fears of the way, so late
at night, but knew enough of the night-world to know
that it shrinks from getting wet through. Her mind was
full of misgivings about the future, and she was a little
tired. She knew that the tiredness was partly the stuffy
theatre, the hot air of the stage, with its candle-smoke,
oil-fume and reek of hot reflector. In the little square
of the Ares fountain, she stopped an instant, looked
towards the sea, with its beacons and reflections, and
went through a simple breathing exercise, which never
failed to give her new life. The pure air filled her
lungs, and in a few minutes she felt new life and joy
in every vein. A dancer at the Old Winter Palace had
taught her the exercise, saying that it came from Persia,
"but it doesn't work with everyone". She went on after
the exercise, much refreshed. She came out of the build-
ings close to the children's playground. In the open
space, she was thrilled by the beauty of the night, all
storm over Asia, all stars and hurrying, whitish, wispy
cloud overhead. She stood for an instant to marvel at it.
Her little house was about a hundred and twenty yards
ahead of her. A light left burning for her shone through
the chinks of her bedroom shutters. Kallianassa would
be asleep in the other upstairs room. The adjoining
house, where the gambling ladies lived, was dark amid
its arbutus. The quarter was deserted and lifeless, save
for a cat moving out towards John's timber-yards. The
place had an astonishing moonlit clearness and strange-
ness. Away to her left front was a pile of new hurdles.
She had heard that a part of the playground was to be
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